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Sick Day 


Author's Notes: 
Just another one shot because | had some spare time. I'm trying to keep up but I've been super busy. Enjoy! 


"James. I'm dying. | swear to god, James, I'm actually dying." Lars continued to plead with James over the 


phone, though it hadn't gotten him anywhere yet. 


"Lars, you're not fucking dying! You have a fever, dude. You'll make it. I'm sure of it." James had been trying to 
resist Lars's begging him to come over, though he was very near giving up at this point. 


Lars coughed loudly, maybe a little louder than normal for effect. "But James, I'm miserable. Please?" 
James sighed. "Lars, | am not coming over just to wait on you hand and foot all day." 
"But-but..Jamie, | need you." Lars had finally decided to bring out the big guns. 


James hesitated. Hearing those words out of Lars's mouth had always melted him for some reason. "So, l'm 


Jamie now, huh?" he asked. Though he tried to sound sarcastic and irritated, Lars had him already. 


"Yes, you're my Jamie. So come and take care of me," Lars said. He loved to flirt with James like this. When 


they met, James shied away and got mad about it, but now, he would even fire back at Lars. 
"Fine, Lars. But you owe me, asshole," James replied. He knew Lars would never pay him back He didn't care. 


A smile lit Lars's face up. "I'll see you in a few. Thank you!" Lars said. He made sure James could hear him 
cough once more before hanging up. Lars was sick, that was true, but he could have handled it alone. Having 


James over was just too much fun. 


James knew he was being roped in. Lars didn't fool him anymore. But he didn't mind spending time with his 
friend like this. When James was doing something for Lars, he got very flirty and touchy with James, which 
was something he enjoyed quite a bit. Though he'd never admit it, he'd developed quite the crush on Lars. 


Lars had been lying in bed all day. He hadn't so much as changed into clean pajamas since the previous day. He 
definitely felt like shit, yes. But did it require James? No. Was that going to stop him from letting James come 


over? Of course not. 


James had decided that if he was going to take care of his sick friend, he had to do it the right way. He 
stopped to pick up Lars's favorite soup and a bottle of juice before he made his way to Lars's house. It wasn't 
the first time James had done this; he knew what Lars liked when he was sick. Or, whatever Lars's version of 


'sick' was, anyway. 


By the time James had arrived at Lars's house, Lars was laying on the couch with a blanket, looking as 
miserable as possible. He knew that the more sick he looked, the longer James would stay--and, the more 


flirting he could get away with. 


James didn't even knock as he entered; he and Lars had long since made it past that point in their friendship. 
He immediately spotted the small, blanket-covered lump on the couch, which shifted when he stepped in the 
door. It soon sat up and revealed itself to be Lars. Between the tired, green eyes, the mop of frizzy brown 
hair, and the flush of Lars's cheeks, he couldn't have looked more adorable. Although, of course, James had to 
maintain his slight irritation about the task at hand, even as he gripped the bag containing Lars's favorite sick 


foods. 


Lars grinned at the sight of his friend. "Jamie! You made it!" He sat up a little straighter to get a peek at the 


bag in James's hand. 
James raised a quizzical eyebrow at Lars. "Yeah, I'm here. But you don't look very sick to me, Lars," he replied. 


Lars rolled his eyes. "| am sol | just got excited to see you. Would you rather | wasn't excited to see you?" He 
frowned at James with a slight huff. 


James rolled his eyes in reply as he walked over with the bag in hand. "I got your shit," he said casually, adding 
a shrug to further boost the nonchalance of the act. He handed it to Lars, who eagerly accepted. 


Lars's eyes lit up as he saw the contents of the bag. "You're amazing! This is why | call you when I'm sick, min 


skat" 

James shrugged again with a small smile. He vaguely knew what the name meant. He knew, at the very least, 
that it was not something that you call a friend. "It was no big deal, man. | mean, you're dying, after all, 
remember?" James raised his eyebrows. 

Lars giggled softly, interrupted by a cough soon. "| feel like it, Jamie. l'm sick. But now you're here! And as long 
as you're here, I'll be just fine." He smiled and patted the spot next to him on the couch, silently asking James 
To join him, which James did happily. 


"So, what should | do first? Is there anything you need?" James asked. 


Lars shrugged. "No. Mostly just need you to hang out here and keep me company." He shot James his winning 


smile. 

James sighed. "Am | fucking here because you were lonely, Lars? For real?" Though he enjoyed being with Lars, 
James was still a little bit irritated that Lars had lured him over for no real reason. He'd been expecting some 
real sickness stuff--puking, a fever. But instead, Lars was a little bit tired and sniffly. 

Lars shrugged. "Well, I'm still actually sick! Would you rather | had you doing all kinds of shit?" 


James thought. "Well, no. But | was expecting that if it was bad enough for me to need to be here, I'd be doing 


something for you." 
Lars smiled brightly again as he scooted over on the couch. "You are doing something for me, min skat." 
James raised an eyebrow. "What's that supposed to mean, squirt?" 


Lars frowned at the nickname before replying, "Well, you're going to warm me up." He said it as though it was 


as certain as Kirk's love for horror. 


"And what do you mean by that?" James asked. Though his voice sounded skeptical, he was curious about what 


Lars had in mind. 
"| mean that you're going to come over here and cuddle me," Lars said matter-of-factly. 
James frowned and cocked his head. "What?" 


Lars put on his best pout. "Aw, Jamie, I'm sick. Pretty please? Itll make me feel better." 


James rolled his eyes and sighed. "Lars, don't be ridiculous. You're not that sick" He knew that he was once 


again close to breaking. 


"Sure | am, Jamie. Please?" He looked at James again with wide eyes and a slight pout on his lips, his head tilted 


slightly to the side. 


And with that look, James was gone. Though he knew he was being played, he couldn't say no to that look. It 
felt like the emerald orbs staring back at him could cut straight into his soul, even if the matter at hand was 


pretty arbitrary. "Yeah, fine, squirt. Come here." 


Almost as soon as he finished the sentence, Lars had practically thrown himself at James; his head on James's 
shoulder, an arm around his waist, and his legs curled up against James. "Thank you, James. Now I'll feel a lot 


better," Lars said with a contented sigh. 


James rolled his eyes, yet still found himself bringing Lars closer as he wrapped his arms around him. "You 
will, huh? If it takes less than an hour, I'll know you were bullshitting me," he replied. 


Lars shrugged. "| can make it last all day if you want. | know | could be happy to do this all day," he mumbled. 


"Oh, really, Lars? Why's that?" James asked Though he was still maintaining his facade, he was enjoying being 


so close to Lars quite a bit. He even felt his own arm tightening around Lars. 


"Cause you're so warm and soft and snuggly. You pretend to be all big and mean, but | know that's all not 
true," Lars replied with a slight laugh. He nuzzled his face against James's chest, and was surprised at James's 


lack of protest. 

James was finally beginning to relax more, and having Lars close felt almost perfectly natural. He'd almost 
forgotten that the two of them were really just friends. "What makes you think I'm so warm and snuggly?" he 
asked softly. He found himself absently playing with Lars's long, brown hair. 


Lars looked up at him. "Because you're doing this. No one else would, not just to make me feel better." He 
smiled at James, but with more sincerity than the last time. This time, it was a grateful smile. 


James smiled back. "You're my best friend, squirt. I'd do anything for you, y'know. And this isn't really a chore." 
"Thank you, min skat. You definitely have made me feel better," Lars said softly. 


"Good. You wanna know a secret?" James asked softly. He wasn't entirely sure about what he was going to do, 


but it was too late to turn back now. 


Lars nodded eagerly. "Yeah, of course. Tell me" Lars was never one to pass up this sort of opportunity. 


"| think it's kinda cute when you speak Danish, even though | don't understand it at all," he whispered, then 
smiled shyly. His face got slightly warm. 


Lars felt his own face get hot as a flattered giggle escaped him. He gestured for James to lean closer. "Du er 


sad, Jamie," he whispered 
James smiled. "Nope. No idea. But its still kinda cute." He bit his lip and looked at Lars a little bit curiously. 
"It means, um, you're cute." He smiled shyly and watched for James's reaction. 


"You think so? For real?" James asked. Alll of his earlier irritation and sarcasm seemed to be gone; he was only 


curious and shy, a mix of things Lars rarely saw from James. 
Lars nodded. "Yes, | think so. I've thought so for quite a while." 


James blushed and laughed shyly. "Oh. Well, um, me too. But, y'know, about you. Not about me. That would be 


weird." He slid one hand into his hair, satisfying a longtime nervous tic. 

Lars grinned. "You're so cute. If | wasn't sick, l'd probably kiss you right now," he said. 

James frowned a little in thought before finally shrugging. "I'd be willing to risk it. This is no wicked sickness 
you have, Lars. | could go for a week of you taking care of me," he mumbled as he slowly leaned in and 
pressed his lips to Lars's. 

They held the kiss for a few seconds before pulling away, a blush on each of their cheeks and too-happy 
smiles on each of their faces. Lars let his head fall back against James's chest and they sat in content silence 
for a while. 


Lars finally sat up and gestured for James to come closer again. "Gare min suppe, min skat," he whispered. 


James looked at him with a smile. "What's that mean?" he asked, sure it was something else cute; a 


compliment or something. 

Lars giggled. "It means, ‘make my soup, dear" 

James remained mostly expressionless as he motioned Lars closer. "| have one for you now," he said softly. 
Lars got closer, wondering what James might say. 


"Fuck you, squirt," James whispered, though the look of happiness as he got up off of the couch with the 
grocery bag in hand told Lars other things. 


